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It is true : the dwarf has learned to tolerate the
Newer Eve of New Turkey, but he still mistrusts them
both.

Handcuffs are hanging on the wall of the Dormitory,
and a great stick with a thong in it, in which the feet of
those about to be bastinadoed -were twisted. I know, for
I have seen it in use. The dwarf knows, too. But my
friend, who speaks seven languages and writes for the
newspapers, was a child when such things were abolished.

The sight of her, which rejoices my eyes, makes the
dwarf hysterical ; while the sight of a man being bastina-
doed, which made me sick, probably beats cock fighting
for the dwarf. The world goes strangely, especially here,
where a whole nation has exchanged the scimitar of Islam
for the text-books of the infidels.

New Turkey is poor, but her people remember the days
of her greatness. In the Chamber of the Sultans we view
the effigies of the rulers of the House of Othman ranged
in order of their succession from Muhammed the Con-
queror to Muhammed the Reformer, dressed in their
original robes, decked with their real jewels, armed with
their splendid weapons. Three of the emeralds in the Con-
queror's dagger are as large as eggs, and the triple tiara of
rubies that crowns Suleiman the Magnificent gleams with
a memory of the blood he shed for Roxelana's sake : the
room glitters with evidences of a virile, perhaps cruel, but
certainly spacious past. We were wrong in Europe when
we spoke of" the unchanging East." The East has stirred
from its centuries of sleep and is changing very rapidly.
Already Mustafa Kemal has conquered more than cities :
his greatest victories have been over the minds of a people
almost as stubborn as the English. Something dynamic
will be let loose upon the world from Asia, as has